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Need 


Author's Notes: 
For Andy, even though | bet this isn\'t what you expected when we talked about bitchlJon and mean|Bruce. | 
know it isn\'t what / expected. 


It was all an act. Well, not all - most of it. And "act" wasn't exactly the right word - game, maybe. A strange 


perverted dance for two, based on exaggeration and not-quite-deceit. 


Bruce yanked on his hair so hard tears sprang to his eyes, a quick reminder that Jon's focus should be on the 
dick in his throat, not an internal semantics debate. He clenched and unclenched his fists behind his back, 


swallowing just to feel Bruce shudder where his leg was draped over Jon's shoulder. 
Another sharp tug of his hair and he pulled back, sucking just hard enough to make Bruce arch towards him, 
just enough so Bruce wouldn't punish him for teasing. Bruce tilted his head back against the wall, looking down 


on Jon with that mix of contempt and lust that made Jon want to stay on his knees forever. 


The contempt wasn't real. Bruce pretended he thought Jon was a spoiled prissy bitch, the way Jon pretend to 


be that spoiled prissy bitch, squealing and shrieking and pretending the only reason he was doing this was 
because Bruce was impossible for him to fight off, the way Bruce pretended he was only doing this to “fuck 
the diva out" of Jon. 


Sometimes Jon fought just to hear Bruce growl and call him a bitch, a spoiled brat, a fucking princess who 
needed a taste of a real man. Sometimes he cried, sobbing around the dick in his mouth, the contractions of 
his throat drawing the orgasm from Bruce so quickly he'd slap Jon around to establish the level of dominance 


he'd planned to slowly build to. 


And sometimes he gave in, begging to suck Bruce off, bending over and raising his already-prepared ass in 
desperate invitation, because Bruce would purr low in his throat and call Jon a slut, a whore, slap his ass and 


tell him it was a good thing he wanted this so much because it was all he was good for. 


He bobbed his head, swirling his tongue around hot flesh, moaning and whimpering as Bruce thrust his hips and 
tugged on his hair and purred insults at him. Jon's own dick strained against his stomach, so hard he was sure 


at any minute the skin would split and Bruce wouldn't care unless he'd already come. 


They'd met in a bar, a nameless bar in a nameless city, and something about the look in Bruce's eye had added 
an extra swing to Jon's hips, made him flip his hair and slink into that diva role he'd perfected so well. And 
Bruce's eyes had glinted and he'd growled and dragged Jon out of the bar, and that had been years ago and 


Jon had always been on his knees in front of Bruce. 


A constant shudder ran through Bruce, his toes flexing and curling, his heel digging into Jon's back and drawing 
him closer. The purrs and murmurs of "you can suck my cock better than that, slut" and "there's a good little 
bitch" had shifted to moans and incoherent fragments of what might have been words. Jon purred low in his 
throat and slid back so his lips clasped around the bottom of the head, swirling his tongue in the slit and 
moaning at the flavor of the thick precome that coated his tongue. Bruce's fingers tangled in his teased and 
sprayed hair were at once painful and gentle, the familiarity of the sharp pain of his hair twisted too tightly 


around clenched firsts almost comforting. 


Jon's dick hardened even more, begging for release, some part of his mind wondering if Bruce was going to 
leave after this. He'd stay sometimes, and they'd fall asleep wrapped up in each other. Sometimes Jon woke up 
to Bruce's arms holding him close, sometimes to a note explaining he had to catch a plane and they'd see each 
other soon, sometimes to a few bucks on the table that sent a thrill down his spine and left him frantically 
jacking off, ghosts of "slut" and "whore" and "that's my good little bitch" singing through his veins. 


Bruce bucked his hips and stiffened, head slamming back against the wall with a deep thud just barely audible 
over his wail and Jon's yelp of pain as one hand pulled him off Bruce's dick and the other jacked Bruce off, 
aiming his release to splash over Jon's face. Jon shuddered, trying to catch enough in his mouth to satisfy his 
need for the taste of Bruce, reveling in the feel of it running down his face and spurting into his hair and 


marking him. 


He whimpered as Bruce rubbed the softening head over his lips, murmuring encouragement when Jon's tongue 


flickered out to clean him off. And then in what felt like one fluid motion Bruce pulled his leq back over Jon's 
shoulder and planted his foot in his chest and knocked him backwards, dropping down next to him and stroking 


him roughly, giving him his reward for a job well done. 


Even as his back arched and his veins caught on fire and he shrieked his release while his hips bucked into 
Bruce's hand, it wasn't about the sex and it had never been about the sex and Jon didn't know why he needed 
this or why Bruce needed this and why they could only get this from each other. 


He knew he couldn't breathe anymore, and he needed a shower, and all of that was secondary next to the 
weight of Bruce against his side, all the growl and purr gone from his voice as he talked Jon down from his 
post-orgasmic delirium, and he knew what he was doing the next time he was within IOO miles of Bruce and he 


knew he'd be doing it until the end of time. 


